THE    MEMOIRS    OF
lection of the night was so vivid that he seemed again to hear
the piercing shrieks of the mother and children, and see the
shuddering convulsions of the shot constable as he fell In
flames., and a violent fit of trembling overcame him so that he
literally shook before the bushranger.
*You chicken-hearted, crawling fool!' he said sneeringly.
"I can see that you're the sort that would stand for anything
and be anybody's foot-mat, rather than stand up for your
rights like a real man. Pah! you weren't worth saving. I
wish I'd left you In the lock-up to burn. Supposing we were
taken, you're just the sort to get us all hung/
'Ain't that what I said?' Interposed one of the gang,
named O'Leary. *I say he's too much of a cur to be safe for
us alive.'
'Let's knock him over the head and be done with him,*
said another; and it was clear from the threatening expres-
sions of the rest of the gang, and the way they handled their
weapons, that the majority favoured the sentiment of the last
speaker,
'SilenceP roared the leader commandmgly. Mil not have
him hurt. That's flat. We want someone to carry our swag
and cook our grub, for you all grumble like hell at having to
take your turns. That's what he shall do; and it will be
strange if seven men can't manage to watch one. And," he
added, with a meaning look at his prisoner., *at the first sign
of anything like treachery, he shall die like a dog, if he were
twenty times my own father* That's our way with traitors In
this gang, and don't forget it/
Rashleigh was then allowed to get a bite of breakfast, and
in a very short time the bushrangers, with the prisoner
carrying the heaviest load, broke camp and set off. Before
departing, Foxley, the leader, set a man to guard him, and
appointed another to watch him at night, explaining that the
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